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Norton looked up at him sceptically. " \\Tiat do you
mean by that?"

Sacks explained. The maidservant, it appeared, had
been giving him the state of local opinion on the subject
of the coming battle. " Perhaps to-morrow, the young
woman told me. Perhaps not so soon. But not long,
anyway." He paused for effect. "And around here,"
he added significantly, "they don't seem to think much
of the Russians' chances."

Norton smiled.   "You understood her wrong."

"No, sir.  I understood her all right."

"Well, I'm not going to be bundled about by any
cock-and-bull story of yours, Sacks."

"No, sir."

" Very good. Now go and talk to your young woman
about something else."

"Yes, sir."

Sacks, obedient but concerned, took his departure.
It was no good arguing with his master when that ob-
stinate mood was on him, he knew well enough. Still,
he would begin packing, in case anything happened.
No need to tell Lord Norton what he was doing. Then
if the French came one stood a chance of getting away.
Sacks had heard of gentlemen (and gentlemen's ser-
vants) who had been in French prisons for years. Not
military either. Just private gentlemen, travelling.
A prison, in Sack's mature view, was a prison, whatever
country it was in. And Sacks had no intention of
finishing his romantic career in one.

The master's obstinate fit lasted all next day. He
lounged on a sofa, reading a little, mostly doing nothing.
Sacks guessed what the matter was. That Russian
woman, that Princess. She had stuck out. And the
master wasn't used to it. Nor was he, Sacks, used to it,